THE PETTICOAT CHIEF. 
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PART FIRST. 

B]jpJOliN GAYLORD. 

Hurrah for Jeff. Davis, the Petticoat Chief, 

The traitor, the murd’rcr, the coward and thief; 

But lest Some should say we have nan 
We’ll give Ids past life just a slight little touch, 

And thow him up fairly, a murdhvr and thief, (t 
So hurrah tor Jeff. Davis, the Petticoat Chief. 

Tou know that Old Zack, whom we called Rough and Ready, 
And placed at the helm of the State for to steady, I ( 

Said Jeff, stole his daughter to make him a wife, 

And called him a rascal, a scamp in low life. 

So here is one proof that Old Jeff, was a thief, 

Hurrah to Jeff Davis the Petticoat Chief. 


Tom 


rs ago, 


How Jeff, and his colleagues, that thieving old crew/ 
Stole the national powder, the balls and the guns, j 
And robbed ail our vaults of their treasures and fundi. 
So you see lie’s a robber, a national thief; 

Hurrah to Jeff. Davis the Petticoat Chief. 

They say that he begged from the ladies fine things, 
Such as jewels ot gold, and their diamond rings, 

And when he ran off, ids old'custom to ape 
He .took them along to buy his escape. 

Will any dispute now that he was a thief, 

A traitor, a robber, a Petticoat Chief? 


Wh»t sav yr 
Did you star 

llethinks the historian his pages 
With the black deeds of Davis'in this cruel war. 
They’ll call him a traitor, a murdW, a thief, 
And make a black mark for the Petticoat Chief. 
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But the Yankee 


Some sav hi 
The hero, t! 
They talk al 


run like a coward, a snake, 
is surprised you the traitor to take ? 
mi you stole dress yon up in disguisl ? 
ins not to he robbed of his prize. i 
le boots they betrayed the old thief,! 
opt as a Petticoat Chief. 

e of the finest of men, 


it Chief. 

I once knew a man, yea, I knew him full well, 

And I fancy I hear him just now talk and tell 
What, a pity it was (thus he sigh? and he hoots,) 
That Jeff, was betrayed by those rascally boots. 
Those rascally boots that betrayed the poor thief, 
They sure should be hung with the Petticoat Chief. 

So now you fair ladies I would you advise 
That when you dress up your dear lords in disguise, 
' ’ ' tution ttie case it well suits,) 

? treacherous masculine boots, 
iw close, so adieu to the thief, 

To President Davis, the PETTICOAT CHIEF. 
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PART SECOND. 

They say that our Hero is now on his way, 

To our Capital city to sjiow himself gay, 

And the matrons and maids will be gaping to see 
The great Southron Chieftain , dressed up to the T, 

In the feminine garb so disgraced by the thief 
Who runs from due justice, the Petticoat Chief. 

How humbling it was when the gentleman fine 
Was tke-dad-d'ling away in his wife’s crinoline, 

But the court of high heaven’s decided you see 
That he that is humble, exalted should be, 

So when we get ready we’ll raise up the thief, 

And exalt, on the gallows, the Petticoa* Chief. 

How strange it now seems that the chief of the fos 
Who once led the hosts of rebellion you know, 

A boasting arid thieving and desperate band, 

A few mouths ago through the heaven-curst land. 

But now as a traitor, a murd’rer, a thief, 

In chains he is led as a Petticoat Chief. 

Tis a wonder to me, a wonder quite strange 
That Jeff, should attempt the old fashions to change. 
As the times make me think of the crowing old hen, 
For the ladies are aping the costumes of hten, 

Anti yet our fine gallant, the old woman thief, 

Is dressed in the garb of a Petticoat Chief. 

There’s a caj;e of foul spirits abrpad in tho land* 

A desperate/fiendish and bloodthirsty band; 

There’s Davis, Atzcroth, Surratt and Payne, ' 
Co-workers in murder with old ancient Cain, 

And the truth of the story, to tell it in brief, 

The head of the gang is the Petticoat Chief. 

Yes reader, kind reader* our Lincoln who bled, 

And who ’nenth his tombstone lies honored and dead, 
Was the victim of Jefferson Davis’ wrath. 

No wondqy the Yankee stuck close to his path ; 

No wonder the - bijpts pointed out the foul thief, 

The guilty assassin, the Petticoat Chief. 

But why should my spirit be stirred in my breast, 

Our Lincoln is gone to his paradise rest. 

And heaven's avenging bright, sword we’ll linscath 
To punish the guilty for their deeds of wrath, 

And first it is fitting to punish the thief, 

The chief of assassins, the Petticoat Chief. 

You know boasting Jeff., when his pride it run high, 
Thought to spend in our City a fourth of July, 
Perhaps there’s a chance and a very good hope 
That he’ll keep the day there with his neck in a rope, 
A warning to tyrants, and the human race thief, 

To beware of the fate of the Petticoat Chief. 

You know ’tis not right to be partial to men 
So we give to each chieftain a touch of our pen. 

And on the brave soldiers our praise we’ll bestow 
Who have humbled old Dixie and laid her full low. 
Three cheers for the Boys who have conquered the thief* 
And three heavy groans for the PETTICOAT CHIEF. 

Plano, III., May* 19, 1865i 
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